


The Tragedy 

Heneede-S no indirect nor lawful! courfe, .- 
To cue off thofethat hane offended hint* ' ^ ; 

i Who made thee then a bloody minifler, 

W hen gallant fpring,braue Plantagenet, 

The Princely Nouice was ftrookedead by thee* 

Cla. My brothers loue, the Diuell,and my rage* 
i Thy brothers Tone, the Diuell,and thy fault, 

• Haue brought vs hither now to murder thee. 

Cla. Ohjfyouloue my brother, bate not me,- 
I amhis brother, and I loue him well : 

If you behirde farueede,goe bache againei 
And I will fend you to my brother qlocefier^ 

Who will reward you betterfor my life. 

Then Edward Wi\l for tidings -pf my death- 

2 You are deceiued,your brother G let eft er bates you. 
Cla. Oh no^&loues m^and beholds me deare, 

G oe you to himfrom me. 

j-tw I fo we will. , ■ ■ , 

C^.Telb him, when that our Princely father * arke , 
.Bleft his three formes with his victorious arme ; 

And chargd vs from his foule to loue eachot her. 

He little thought pf cilia diuided friend drip, . 

Bid qlocefhr tlunke on thi?,and he will weepe. ^ 
y?tw.l,miIftones,as he leffoned vs to weepe. 

C/a. O doe not flander him for he is kind. c . 

1 Right as friow in haruefl, thou deceiueft thy ielie,. 
Tis he that fent vs hither now to murder thee. 

Cla. It cannot be; for when I parted with him 
He hugd me in his armes, and fvvore with fobs, . 

That he would labour my deliucry. 

2 Whyfohedoth,nowhedeliuers thee, 

From this worlds thraldome, to the ioyes of Heauem 

x Make peace with Goddoryoumuft dye my i-w • 

Cla. Haft thou that holy feeling in thy foule, 
Tocounfell me to make my peace with God; 

And art thou yet to thy owne foule fo blinde, ? 

That thou wilt war with God, for murdring me- 


Ah firs confider, he that fet you on _ 

To doe this deed, will hate you for this deed. 
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^/Richard the Third. 

2 What mall we doe ? 

G/4. Relent, andfaue your foules. 
j Relent. tis cowardly, and womamfn< 

/ 7 rf.Not to relent, is beaftly fauage,and diuellifb. 

My friends I fp« feme piety in your lookes ; 

Oh if thy eyes be not a flatterer. 

Come tiibu on my fideand intreate for me : 

A beogine Prince what beggerputies not ? 

1 1 Uhus § ,and thus; if this willnot ferue He Bah hm 

He chon thee in theMalmefey but in the next rooms. 

a a bloody deed and defperatelyperformd. 

How faine would I like Pilate wafh my hands, 

Of. this moft grieuous guilty murder done- 

1 Whydottthounothelpeme ? 

By heauen the Duke mail know hoW flacke thou art. 

2 I would he knew that I had faued his brother. 

Take thou the fee? and tel! him what I fay. 

Fori repent me that the Duke is flaine. ^ £x»t» 

i So doe not I, goe coward as thou art. 

Now mu ft I hide his body in feme hole, 

Vntill the Duke take order for his buriall; 

And when I haue my meed I muft away. 

For this will out, and here I muff not ftay. _ Exeunt 

Enter King , Queeneftiaftings^ K 'ttters^e. 

King So now I haue done a good dayes worke 

Your Peares continue the vnited league, 

I euery day expeftan Embaftage 
FrommyRedemer,to redeeme me hence ; 

And now in peace my foule mall part to heauen, 

Since I haue fet my friends at peace on earth : 

Riucrs and Hastings jabs each others hand, 

Difemble not your hatred, fwcare your loue. 

R i . P,y heauen my heart is purged from grudging hate, 
And with my hand I feale my true hearts loue. 

Haft . So thriue Iasi fweare the like. 

King. Take heed you dally not before your King, 

Leaft hethacis thefijpreame Kinp of Kings, 

Confound your hidden falienood.and award 
Eytherof you to be (he others end. 
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